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hollows. On first sight Rossbach, too, appeared to be deserted. We
drove through street after street, and nowhere was there a soul ia
sight. The absence of people stirred a little tension in u$, but we
drove on, eyes open for the sight of a human face, ears strained
for the sound of a human voice. Finally through an open window
on the second floor of a house we saw a woman making a bed.
This made us all feel better; some people had remained in the
town after all. When we got to the public square we saw more
people, especially young men and women.

We stopped at the inn for sandwiches and beer. Round a table
in the centre of the room sat a group of young Germans, with
glasses of beer before them. One of them had a particularly severe
and sinister scowl. Sheean was the first to call our attention to
him. We took turns in stealing glances at him, and the more we
saw of the scowl the more terrifying it became. Then another
man came in, a giant of a man, with enormous legs and arms. He
greeted the people at the table with a Nazi salute. The young
German's scowl and the formidable stature of the man who had
just entered seemed to us an indication of ill nature and of force
with which to assert it.

Our sandwiches were slow in coming. I went to the kitchen to
find out why. The man there assured me it always took time to
make sandwiches in Rossbach; I need not be impatient; he would
soon bring them. On my return to the table we discussed the tragedy
of a conflict between two peoples like the Czechs and the Sudeten
Germans. They had lived side by side for about a thousand years;
they had always intermingled in culture and in marriage. Czech
names were common among Germans, and German names among
Czechs.

" Here is Jacksch," I said, " leader of the Sudeten Social
Democratic Party. His surname is Czech and his Christian name is
Wenceslas, also Czech."

" Look here," interrupted Sheean, " the man with the scowl is
doing some extra scowling now."

" Yes, they're looking at you/' said Mrs. Sheean.

" The Nazis don't love Jacksch, of course," added Halton.

Suddenly the giant with the formidable legs stood up and walked
out to look at our automobile.